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Abstract
Hello, Mythril faithful, and a deep apology for the delay between issues. We had a staff reorganization two
years ago, that didn't work out as planned. (One key person didn't do his job, and I'm still pretty steamed
about that.) But placing blame at this late date is hardly constructive. Issue 7 is now a reality, and number
8 is in the works. We need material - - fiction, poetry, reviews of fanzines that use fiction. I'd like to discuss
what kind of material a little further along.
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AN OPEN LETTER

Ruskin: Mythril #7

October

7, 1975

a deep

apology fo r the delay between issues.
We had a staff r-eor-gamz atton two years ago, that didn't work out as planned.
(One key person didn't do his job, and I'm still pretty steamed about that.)
But placing blame at this late date is hardly constructive. Issue 7 is now a
reality, and number 8 is in the works. We need material--fiction, poetry,
reviews of fanzines that use fiction. I'd like to discuss what kind of material
a little further along.
Antoinette
Since 1973, our contributors have gone on to other successes.
Harris and Fred Brenion have been married; Tatiana Szeftel is now Mrs.
Harrison Rose (another Mythril contributor). Mary Ann Ramirez' work has
appeared in the humor magazine, Gwyntystorm. Sutton Breiding now publishes
two personal 'zines in San Francisco, Black Wolf and Stolen Fire. We'd like
to find Melody K. Norris, and would appreciate anyone's information about
her so as to send her contributor's copy. JIM SHULL did the Mythril 6 cover.
In Mythril 7, a strange life-form turns up in a sack of groceries; a spoiled
princess meets a fairy godmother who is anything but indulgent; a sorceress
goes too far with her charms; two bewildered young people find you never know
who you'll meet in a forest; and a wanderer chances on the only cure for a
grim pestilence. The verse and poetry offer a varied selection of tapestries
and motifs. I hope, as I believe our staff and contributors hope, that you will
enjoy this issue. If you like to write fantasy, you can support Mythril and
help issue 8 to appear by contributing a short story or a poem. ("Short"
would be anything up to twelve double-spaced sheets, ordinarily; a selfcontained work rather than a chapter or episode from a larger one. )
I hope to see, for future issues, truly original and well-written fantasies,
free of emulation, c liche, and overcuteness; poetry that recreates direct
experiences with the world of power and wonder; stories that both entertain
and have a point. Fantasy can, I believe, mean a total release of the mind's
creative faculty, transcending pre-existing external forms, leaving old
assumptions for new speculations, bringing the reader into contact with
the "true magic" or the "numinous" by capturing all his senses, his very
substance. I know that very few authors can do that, but any writer can
aspire to it. I believe that a truly original work enters the world, as it
were, unlabeled; only after reading can the classifier begin to describe it.
Conversely, if the writer decides ahead of time that he is going to write
"a Barsoom story" or a "Conan story" or a "Hobbit story, "and the story
doesn't surprise him but comes out the way he planned it would, chances are
that it was written with an overemphasis on form and pattern. Such a story
might profitably (for the writer's craft) be rewritten so that it makes a fresh
point, or shows the reader something memorable. By saying this now, I
hope to suggest to prospective contributors that certain of their efforts will
have a better chance of appearing in Mythril than will others, more derivative.
(And for return, include that self-addressed manila envelope with postage,
or in any case a stamped envelope big enough for your submission. A postcard
will help us to advise you of your contrib's safe arrival--make it out to yourself
and send it with the manuscript.)
Mythril has been very slow in replying about submissions, but that is
going to change. If we can't use it, you '11 know in, say, two weeks. If we
can, the decision may take a month--but no longer. We may not be able to
comment on a rejected piece, but we always appreciate the thought behind it.
Again, thank you for your patience.
Your..s,~~
fr/;( 'l
Hello,

Mythril faithful,.

Published by SWOSU Digital Commons, 1975
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TH6: DRBAMBR,
Nick Smith
He dreamt.
It was a dream or life and good,

of More's gold
minted into finer coin
than any man had known.
He dreamt of freedom
underneath a sun so bright,
the darkless shadows disappeared completely
under golden skies.
He dreamt of people
next to whom gold paled,
whose lives were good
and full of health and love.
He dreamt or lands
that filled the every need
or those who kept them well,
who did not foul their nests
by negligence and arrogance
and other weaknesses of man.
He woke
and told his dream
to all the pewter people
who existed all around him,
all within their pewter lives and lies.
They laughed and jeered
and said, "Thou fool!
Your dreams were dreams and nothing
in fact were less
because they told of things
that never were
and never could be real.
Misery is all there is
unless one might be rich,
and so the only gold
i s golden coin
for all but dreaming fools."
And so he slept again
and would not wake,
but dreamed again
or golden times and things,
without a pweter spot to see.
The others woke and slept and woke
ten thousand umes and died
still seeking gold
and missing all but grey .

'\

---
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Tnrw••l•
AfB•UN•• WITn.liEAanrat
tle clothes for him. Right now he was completely
naked. His body was human-like with skinny legs
and sp~s on ~is heels lik~ a fighting cock. He
had a tiny hairless head with pointy ears that stuc
up above his bald crown.
Men~ally, I made a note to check the mon1
markets and find out how far the dollar had droppec
in the international scene. Some poor farm worker
plu?ked a_bunch of celery and put a for~une in my
bouillabaisse. Perhaps I could find another one
and breed them. "Are you a married Beastie?"
"Unmated, to be sure. I can't find a
girl.
II

he first time I sat" a Be as t i.e I was in oy little ef.fi.c · E:~,<:~' kitchen unloading gr-oce r-Le s ,
Su s aa 1r1u.s c cmang over f'oa- C.in:·,~r tcrri.gh t , Susan of the long blonde hai1·, big blue eyes and
large gla~ds. Mammary, of course; who wants a girl
with an enlareed thyroid? I loved Susan. The occasion demanded I go shopping for ~ome~ting special.
He peeked out at n1e from between the ~talks of celei')'.
"Hi," he sa::d 1-1quf'akily, a sr.1all gnomish
creature darkei· g::-een than the celery leaves. "Who
are you?"
.
I sat, thuddicg down en one of my two
splin-;;ery chairs.
After awhile the shock of seeing
my first Beast:ie began to wear off. I sai<l, "Hi,
I'm Grayson."
your~alf.
The iie:lstie r>odded thoughtfully, a tai..onad
fingel' er, tis c~.:in. "I'm a Bec.i::~:i.e.''
"I know what you are. You're one of those
thing~ that go bump at night. I'd like to know how
you got in my celery?"
He laughed, sq~e~king cerrily.
"Like I
said, I'm a Beastie. Not to be compared with a
Ghoulie, they are pale nighttime things. They
creep around in graveyards ~nere they feast on the
putrid remains oft.he dying. They're the ones who
bump."
"You mean dead," I corrected, wondering
what I could do with~ Beastie now that I had one.
"Not at all, not at an. When this celery is dend it won't nourish anything."
That didn't sound right. Many's the time
s cme th i.ng old and forgotten in the bottom of my v&gctable tin had given life to all manna~ of things.
I told him so, too.
Eugs and a.old. They don't
"Ah, yes.
.think!" He was ver-;1 emphatic.
"I see, and corpses nourish Ghoulien whc
do think." It me.de sense. Didn't it'?
''..:. bsolutely! Dead is useless. Now,
Beasties are differen.t. We live in fields and copses, not corpses."
He giggled again at his little
word game.
For a fleeting momen~, visions of network
television drifted in my mind. GRAYSON AND HIS
B3ASTIE, u~ in blinking lights. Talk shows across
the country would clamor fo= us. After I trained
·him I could dress him up like a leprechaun. He was
certainly green enough. Susan could make some litPublished by SWOSU Digital Commons, 1975

He looked so crestfallen, I couldr.'t hel1
but feel sorry for t.im. "Why not? You' re a fine
looking Beas tie."
He was angry, and drAw himself up to his
full height of maybe four inches. "Dal'illllit! If
there were any girls don't you think I'd find one?
There aren't any."
My dreams of a Beastie farm were instant~
ly shattered. I was not going to crawl around in
searc!l: of a gir·l for my little gold mine.
"As farms and wilderroess areas shrink
tin.re is less space for us. tlow, I can't find ar.y
of ~Y friends anymore. Once I had so many. We';e
being plowed under and conc~eted ir.. Jo you know
tr.at almost every inch of arable lM.: '•a:J been done
to?"
-. The poo= thing, one of an endangered species an.:: no one knew or cared. "I'm so sorry."
What else can one say at a time like this?
. "!Jon't le<; ";hs.t get your goat down, dear.
As we disappear, guess what takes over"i"
Then I knew.
flow much , I w.:.nd9r, could I get for a
Ghoulie?

11
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ELVEN·-soNG
by John W Thomas
I wake at dawn in golden light
That sifts through veil or green.
Around my bed the leaves unite.
And cast a rainbow sheen.

Ob Nimrodel, my Nimrodel,
Why does it have to end?
Loathe sorrow in my heart shall dwell;
My spirit shall descend.

A bough bestows upon my palm
A drop or moistened gold.
I taste the fragrant linden balm,
And feel my mind unfold.

No explanation could she give,
But deep within her eyes.
There shone a peace that would outlive
The universal skies.

A warbler sings unto her mate
A song that fills the air.
She sings because she knows no hate
Can dwell in land so fair.

I knew for her would come new sight,
While I as blind would tread;
For when she left I lost the light
That through the darkness led.

I rise and glance below and see
A fawn by forest pool.
Within this wood she's ever free
To drink the water cool.

The winter of my soul was gray.
The cold was bitter blue.
l wanted not another day
To bring the sun anew.

Below that pool the water falls,
And forms a crystal stream.
The rushing. dancing current calls.
And draws me into dream.

But then one morn I woke to hear
A melody sublime.
It pierced the veil of doubt and fear,
And bells began to chime .

My mind floats back into a time
When laughter filled the glen.
An Elven-maid through love sublime,
Fulfilled Lothlorien.

My heart arose and sang along;
My eyes poured joyful tears.
No longer did my mind belong
To thoughts or empty years.

Each morn her serenade would swell,
And fill the canopy;
And all who heard fair Nimrodel
Were lost in reverie.

The spirit of !air Nimrodel
Had come to set me free.
I heard her gentle voice foretell
Eternal harmony.

My love for her
And then in
Her touch would
Of what life

Her song unveiled before my soul
A realm of endless sight;
Where we would live a life made whole
By love's fuUilling light.

.

was born in spring,
rapture grew.
cause my heart to sing
held as true.

Each day would bring a joy that filled
Enchanted Lorien.
At eve 'neath silver stars we thrilled
To love not known by men.

I wake again to present morn
With happiness replete.
The joy I knew has been reborn;
My essence is complete.

Our time was short and yet complete;
Life gave to us her all.
We shared a happiness replete,
And then she heard a call.

I know the time has come to say
Farewell to Lorien;
And 'tho departure brings dismay.
Love's peace is mine again.

It came through ancient Elven-ken,
From far beyond the sea.
She knew her life in Lorien
Could nevermore be free.

I feel the touch of life divine
Reach out across the sea;
And as her spirit melts with mine,
I find eternity.

In his epic fantasy trilogy. THE LORD OF THE RINGS. J. R.R. Tolkien created a realm that has become
a real and meaningful part of my mind's life. That realm is Middle Earth and I know of no one who has journeyed
there and remained unaffected by its enchantment.
Within Middle Earth lies the Elven-forest of Lothlorien, and it
is there that the inspiration for ELVEN-SONG was born. The basic idea, the setting and the names are Professor
Tolkien's. but the feelings and experiences of this particular story are mine. I remain eternally grateful to Professor Tolkien for providing the essence of those feelings and experiences.
----John Weller Thomas

https://dc.swosu.edu/mythril/vol2/iss3/1
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THE PRINCESS

·

AND THE RAT

nce upon a time there was a sovereign little
princess who was rich, beautiful, and
spoiled rotten. Whatever she saw, she wanted. And she wanted it now. Her father, the
king, was very busy with affairS of state, and he
ordered that the princess was to have whatever she
wanted, now. He was, after all, very busy; and
howling and screaming, and kicking disturbed him
very much.
One day the princess went into the Royal
Garden to swing upon the Royal Swing. She was a
lazy girl, even for a princess, and had to be carried out by three footmen and a page , Otherwise,
she screamed.
Three chambermaids and a lady-in-waiting
lifted her into the swing. Otherwise, she howled.
Then the Royal Swing Push9r pushed the
lazy princess back and forth.
Otherwise she kicked,
and threw a temper tantrum of such royal magnitude
that the king would bUl·st out of the castle with a
towel tied round his head (he was very busy with
affairs of state) and roar that if there wasn't
peace and quiet within five seconds, everyone.would
get their heais chopped off. Consequently, the
little princess got everything she wanted.
But on this particular morning, after
the princess had been carried out to the Royal
Garden, and hoisted into thA Royal Swing, it happened that Edward, the Royal Swing PushAr, did not
appea.r. The prijcess howled. The princess kicked.
The princ3ss screamed. But today the king was not
at home. He had gone to help a neighboring king
with his affairs of state, si~cu he had finished
all his own.
As soon as they saw there was no danger
of losing thAir heads, the servants saw no reason
to lose their hear~~g. They all ran away with
their fingers stuck in their ears, and for the
first time in her life, the princess was alone.
By and by the garden was silent. It is
no fun to scream with no one to listen. And.even
a Royal Garden can be lonely. The princess began
to wish someone would get her down and carTY her
back to the castle. But no one «as about, and the
princess was too lazy to do it herself.

"Give me a push, old wor.ian," said Princess Susan crossly. "Stupid Edward, the Royal
Pusher, will not push me."
"No reason he sb.ould," replied the old
woman. "A great girl like you is big enough to
push herself."
At this Susan stuck out her tongue.
"Take card," warned the old woman. "I
am Edward's Fairy Godmother. I'd just as soon
change that long tongue of yours into a grass
snake, and a good deal prettier it would be too."
The princess hastily put her tongue
back into her mouth, but sb.e said, "Servants don't
hava fairy godmotb.ers. Especially not boys."
"Tb.ey most certainly do," said the old
wol!lan severely. "They are just the ones who need
them the most. "
ust then, Edward wandered into the garden.
Re was picking roses for his lady love.

O

J

"Edward, stupid!" shouted the princess.
"Come and give me a stupid push in this stupid
swing or I'll do something nasty."
'!Edward," said the old woman :almly,
"do not give the stupid princess a stupid push
in ttl'e""stupid swio.g, or I shall do something
hasty."
"I want a pusb.l" screamed the princess.
"I want it.now!"
"Very «ell," said the old wo:tan. "You
don't need it, but I shall gi•e you one." AQd she
did.

The princess swan~ up, up, up. But she
did not come down. Sb.e swang up, up, up, and over!
Around and around until the princess and tb.e Royal
Swing ~ere wrapped tightly around the Royal 3wing
Tree.
"Let me downl" wailed the princess.
'!I'm afraid I can't," said Edward's
fairv godmother. "I can only grant one wish a
day.l•
"I'll scream," screamed the princ.:iss.
"It doesn't matter," said the fairy.
"I'll holler."
"I don't mind."
"I'll tb.row a tantrum."
"I'd like to see you try it," said the
fairy godmother. Then Susan realized that sb.e
couldn't, for the ropes from the swi~g were
wrapped so tiehtly around b.er and tb.e tree that
sb.e couldn't move her finger to scratch her nose,
mucb. less throw a tantrum.
"My papa will cut your heads o.ff," sh<:
said.

....
By and by an old woman hob~led into the
garden. She was hUJa111ing to herself and walking a
pet rat on a leash. The rat's nl'll!le was Charlie.
"To those in need,
I give indeed.
But woe to those whQ ask in greed.
I give th-':m what they ...,ant," .
sang the old woman. Then sh~ saw the princess
and curtseyed and said, "How-de-do, Susan," which
was the prin~ess' real name.
Published by SWOSU Digital Commons, 1975
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played hide and seek.
Charlie did all the hi<ling
and Susan was home base.
And every night Susan
told bedtime stories to Charlie, who was a good
listener.
The only bother was that the princess
could no~ get any breakfast, lunch, or dinner.
Since her father w~ gone, none of the servants
cared to bring the princess anything, except
Edward who bought hot cross buns and muffins with
his.· pocket money for her.
Every day he stood at the foot of the
tree and tried to throw them to the princess.
He
aimed for her mouth, but his aim was bad, and the
princess couldn't catch very well.
Most of the
buns fell back to the ground and were spoilt,
and the ones that landed in the tree the princess
couldn't reach, and Charlie ate them.
She got
thinner and thinner.
.
And still the king was gone on affairs
of state, and still the old woman slept under the
tree.

"Your papa is gone," said the old woman,
"and will 12ot be back for many days."
Th.en the
old woman yawned, and curled up beneath the tree.
In a few minutes she was snoring loud17.
Edward looked up at the princess, and
down at the fairy godmother.
He was fond of little
girls, even princesses who kicked a lot, and he
did not like to see them wrap~d around the branHe put his flowers down and· picked
ches of trees.
up the gardener's ladder.
But before he could lean
it against the tree the fairy godmother opened one

" /Ji'"

o.

e morning the princess was awakened by a
ery loud flapping of wings.
Charlie
squeaked in fright, and scrambled under the

eye and said:
"DQn't do that, Edward. Or I shall be
Edward gulped and put the ladder down.
angry."
The last time his fairy godmother had been angry
she had turned him into a toad, and he had to eat
So Edward picked
flies in the garden !or a week.
up his roses and left.
Meanwhile, the princess in the tree was
quieter than she had ever been, and far more unco:nfortable.
Her nose itched and she could not
Her foot fell asleep and she could
scratch it.
not move it.
A fly landed on her elbow and walked
up and down on it.
"I wanna get down.
I wa:ina get down,"
whined the princess.
The fairy godmother yawned
and rolled ovar.
"Do it yourself," she said, 'l.nd. went
back to sleep.
The princess didn't see how she could,
tied up as she was, so she screamed until she
was hoarse, hollered until she was tired, a:id
Then she began
cried +;ill the cows came home.
to think.
She thought and she thought and she
Then the princess
thought, until she was dizzy.
got an idea.
The rat Charlie was curled up in the
old woma:i's lap, but he was not asleep.
"Good
Charlie," the pri':lcess crooned.
"Good rat, noble
rat, sweet Charlie."
The rst sat up on his bind
legs, his nose twitching, and looked at the princess curiously.
"Darling Charlie," the princess coaxed.
"Come visit a bit, do.
It's such fun up here,
and there's a toffee in my pocket just for you.
You've only got to chew these ropes a little bit
to get it. Come up, Oharlie, do."
The rat regarded her solemnly.
He was
not fond of heights, or little gi~ls, but her
yellow hair looked like a softer bed than the old
woman's lap.
And at least she didn't look as
though she would throw things at him, or fetch a
cat.
Hot in her present condition anyway.
So Charlie climbed up.

curls at her neck.
"What's the matter, Charlie?" said the
Charlie didn't answer.
But.by twisting
princess.
her head over her shoulder and squintin~ one eye,
the princess could see a Great Clawed Bird of Prey
He wasn'.t interested in
swooping down on them.
princesses, but he did have a taste for rats.
In
!act, he was positively concerned about.rats,
Charlie in ·particular.
It was breakfast time.·
The'bird swooped down, snatched Charlie
in his claws,. and swooped up again. But the princess. by wriggling and twisting and scrunching and
scrooching under the ropes, m.anaged to grab the
tip of Charlie's tail just before it disappeared.
The bird squawked and flapped its wings
furiously, but the princess hung on determinedly.
Charlie, in the middle, was worried.
And then, just when it seemed that the
Great Bird of Prey was about to give one final
lunge, and just when it seemed that the princess
was losing her grip, and just when it seemed that
Charlie must either stretch or break in two, the
princess, wbo had gotten~
thin from not eating,
slipped from under her ropes, grabbed Charlie from
the astonished bird, and scrambled down the tree.
And then the old woman finally did wake
up, and gave Susan a very solemn kiss on the forehead.
And the princess kissed the fairy godmother.
She kissed the solid ground.
She kissed Charlie
on the tip of his nose and gave him the toffee
(slightly stale) that she bad in her pocket.
She
tried to kiss Edward, but Ed~ard ran away.
That night the king came home.
The
princess ran to meet him. And after supper, she
led her father to his easy chair.
She brought
him his slippers. and a tankal.'d of ale.
She
brought him his pipe and the Palace Gazette.
She
was going to bring him some blueberry pie, but
the king laughed, and told her to stop, and asked
her wbat she wanted.
And she answered:
"Two swings.
One for me, and one fo~
Edward."

.
.
How- the· princess thought she · could bribe
him with the sweetmeat in her pocket, but Charlie
had other thoughts.
He was a well-fed rat, not
the least bit hungry, and be dii not like to chew
~ope.
He ignored the princess.
And curling up
in a nest of golden curls, he was soon fast asleep.
"Oh, rats!" said the princess.
But there
was nothing she could do about it.
The princess and Charlie lived in the
tree for many days.
Charlie became fond of the
little girl and her soft, comfortable curls.
And
w~th nothing else to do, the princess began to
like the rat.
They became great friends.
They

https://dc.swosu.edu/mythril/vol2/iss3/1
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spoils op aaaw.,:a
a R cbr<fs"topber< ·

'i'he following poem is based upon the welsh "Spoils of Annwfn,"
the thirtieth poem in The Book of Taliesin. It is one of
several Celtic poems and tales which predate Geoffrey of ~onmouth's account of Arthur, which established the more familiar
traditions.

aid Arthur, ''Raise the sails, my men--

cross the sea as dark as wine,
S We'll
To seek Caer Siddi's host;
Three ships we'll sail." (But oh, alas!
Three sailed upon the sea like glass-Three sailed and two were lost!)
Sang Taliesin Manyborn,
"The sails are filled with rosy morn- We'll seek Caer Rigor's host!
To west, to west!" (But oh, alas I
Three ships upon the sea like glass- Three ships and two were lost!)
Cried Llacheu, Arthur's youngest son,
"The maidens nine will grant us Cun
When dead's Caer Feddwidd's host-So let us sail!" (But oh, alas!
Three sailed upon the sea like glass-Three sailed and two were lost I)
Said Cai the Fair, "What great expense
A blue-rimmed cauldron to bring hence,
To seek Caer Fandwy's host,
But honor's done!" (Yet oh, alas I
Those men upon the sea like glass-And all but seven lost!)
Cried Custaint, son of Banon, loud,
And Anwas Winged, and Bedwyr proud,
"We'll seek Caer Ochren's host!
"We'll scale the walls!" (But oh, alas!
Three ships upon the sea like glass-Three ships and two were lost!)
Gwynn Godyfrion cried "Our souls
No dream's illusion ever foils,
Nor yet Caer Goludd's host!
We'll break the gate!" (But oh, alas!
Three ships upon the sea like glass,
And all but Prydwenn lost!)
Said Llwch the Windy-handed, "I'll seize
No cauldron, but Caledfwlch ablaze,
Caer Wydr's sword embossed,
And shatter all that city!" (Alas!
Those warriors on the sea like glass,
And all but seven lost I)
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"the wine-dark sea": a Homeric phrase not in the Welsh.
Caer Siddi = the Faery City (or fortress).

Caer Rigor: another of the names of the four-aided,
four-cornered house of the dead.

The nine maidens were those who kindled the fire for the
cauldron (in the next stanza).
! Caer Feddwidd = the City of Carousal.
Cai = the later Sir Kay.
The cauldron (or perhaps just its rim) ~as also covered
with pearls.
The seven men who survived are not named in the original
peerm- the nine names mentioned in this poem are all drawn
from early Welsh references to Arthur's host.
Bedwyr = the later Sir Bedivere.

Caer Goludd = the Inward City.
Prydwenn = Arthur's ship.
Llwch Llawwynnawg (related to Lugh Loinngheimionach,
the lriah god of sun and storm) = the later Sir Lancelot
du Lac.
Caledfwlch = the later Excalibur.
Caer Wydr
the City of Glass.
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TRISTA: BUILT ON ICE
ANTOINETTE HARRIS
Sorrow was her name, yet joy was her
beauty
and chief delight.
Laughter
rippled from her like
a bubbling
and
meandering brook.
--The

Song of Demetre

A few days later, he presented her with perfectly
matched pearl and emerald earrings set in fine gold, which
he had designed and fashioned.
Her praise and kisses were
lavish. She always wore his gift and never stopped praising
his wonderful work.
One evening as the brilliant colors of sunset splashed
the sky, Demetre came to speak to her. They stood in the
tower of Thantos gazing into the fiery sky. Trista was
clothed entirely in gray. Silver and smoked pearls decor-ated her braided hair.· Demetre was clad in deep blue robes
for warmth. Gradually the sun set and dusk fell over tbe
City. Torches glimmered behind them. Demetre poured
out his feelings, the anguish of loving her but being afraid
to speak. On and on the words flowed, while Trista dreamed
of the deeds she would ask him to do and how to use the men
Then the words stopped.
who loved her against each other.
He kissed her gently. Her returning kiss left him feeling
weak and helpless.
She spoke of needing him so very much,
since he was strong enough to protect her from danger.
He gladly agreed, for
Her honeyed votce asked for a favor.
the task was easy to perform.
They met again in the tower, and Demetre handed her
a small box. She gently opened it and exclaimed over the
gift. On a gold chain were smaller chains, and to each one
was attached a pearl set in emeralds.
Trista let her praise
flow over and kissed him. Every time they met, she thanked
him again. Her gowns dropped in front to show the excellent
workmanship of her lover's beautiful gift.
She favored neither man, but played them one against
the other. Demetre fashioned miniature animals in natural
scenes.
Each was gold or silver, with jeweled eyes. The
backgrounds used jade, silver, gold, emeralds, diamonds,
and other gems. Fairhonanth sent fo1· many wondrous fabThey worked
rics and had garments fashioned to fit Trista.
carefully.
Each gift was priceless, beyond compare, which
greatly pleased Trista. Demetre also wrote music to match
her wild and turbulent moods, while Fairhonanth set words
to the music describing to Trista every place in the City.
Both men made and searched for wondrous gifts to please
her.
Many years later, the Bards continued to sing of
Trista through her lovers' works. Thus her beauty passed
throughout the world beyond the City walls.
Many men
loved and dreamed of Trista because of her lovers' devotions
in words and music.
She haunted many dreams throughout
that world's history.
(One man only was not enthralled; one man felt concern about how she was using Demetre.
That was Myrddin.)

he was beautiful, with her hair like daacing sunbeams,
of that no doubt existed.
No perfume-maker
could
create scents to match her wild and vibrant beauty.
No tapestry could capture her, and few Bards could describe
her in verse and music.
Men turned to stare as she walked
by, on the streets of the City. Even the jewelers in their
shops and stalls admitted that she was brighter than diamonds
in their icy heat. And one of those jewelers was Demetre,
brother of Myrddin.
None could fathom her, yet
Trista was a mystery.
two men tried. She picked neither, but played them one
against the other, tor her cruelty matched her beauty. She
enjoyed playing games with the hearts of men, but most of
all, she loved the City. No other love could completely
capture or hold her proud and defiant heart.
Demetre, a jeweler and musician, first saw Trista
from his shop as she wandered around the City. She haunted his dreams; all his work seemed pale when compared to
her. Demetre's hair was the color of honey, while his
eyes reminded one of the off-center blue of the amethyst he
wore, on a gold chain around his neck. Many women loved
him, but he cared only for Trista and his brother Myrddin,
who belonged to the guild of sorcerers.
The second man was called Fairhonanth, a small man
He first saw Trista on one
whose wits exceeded his size.
of his many visits to the City. He sold his cargo and settled
down in the City to be near her. His hair was dark with the
glistening of sleet, while bis blue eyes reminded one of a
hunting animal.
Because he did not intend to return to his
homeland, one of his fellow me rchanrs left the City to sell
Fairhonanth's home and its possessions.
He returned to
I he City with the money, for Fairhonanth was a fighter when
angered or aroused.
Trista knew of her power and enjoyed using it. Many
rnen had felt the sting of her voice when they failed in the
tasks she set, for she despised all who could not obey her
orders.
She loved the City, and spent many hour s wandering
the streets in admiration.
She enjoyed Eirene, the garden
of the City, and rested there, thinking of new tasks 01 the
power she possessed.
One day, as she rested in Eirene, beside one of its
many fountains, Fairhonanth discovered her. The soft
white of her gown contrasted with the grass.
She looked at
him, and he felt her eyes boring through to his soul.
Kneeling before her as she sat on the rim of the fountain, he poured out his heart.
He told her of bis love tor
her, of the desire he had of wanting to obey her orders.
She listened and smiled at him. He continued speaking of
his love and how he had loved her when he had first seen
her, when he arrived in the City. As he spoke, Trista
listened and knew that here was a man who would obey her
commands until death. Her eyes glittered with pleasure as
she savored the thoughts of what she could do to such a man.
Finally silence.
Fairhonanth looked at her with admiration
and touching faith.
Slowly she rose and kissed him. She spoke of her
burning desire for him and how much he meant to her. Sbe
asked for a small favor. He gladly agreed. As he turned
to leave, she kissed him passionately.
Fairhonanth felt as
if the world was whirling beneath his feet.-

S
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and Fairhonanth

rista remained fai1· as the years passed. One day,
as she rested on a couch in her rooms in the City,
she decided to give another command, to show that
she still had power over men. She rose and dressed in
soft greens. Her blue-green eyes blazed with fire. She
called a girl and asked her to visit Demetre, to tell him
that she desired to meet him at sunset in the Thantos tower.
Another went to Fairhonanth, to say that Trista wanted to ·
see him next day in Eirene, by their first meeting-place.
Demetre came as she asked. A dark cloak covered
his clothes. Trista stood before him in soft green.
With

T
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failure. She refused to associate with him. Demetre returned home to Myrddin, but his spirit was broken. He
died soon .after, and the la.st words he spoke were of Trista.
Myrddin wept deeply, for Demetre had been his only comHis blue eyes flashed in anger,
panion through the years.
for bis sorcery had not saved his brother's life.

honey in her voice, she asked another favor. She desired
the crown of Ailfrid, who ruled the folk of Fay and dwelled
in Ruai, its capital. It was a small request.
So he would
please obey. Demetre kissed her and said that he would
gladly.
He went to the stables and took a fine horse to
travel in search of Ruai, which no man has seen, much less
visited. He was cheerful and singing as he rode through
Marantha Gate to follow the wide road which wound eastward
toward the rising moon and stars.
The next morning was cold and damp. still, Fairhonanth came to Eirene to discover Trista resting on the fountain's rim.
A soft green cloak enveloped her to ward off
the cold. Her earrings, the first gift he had given her,
flashed in the morning light. He bowed and then rose. His
garments were brown. Her voice was sweet as she asked
him to search for the Waters of Life and Death which she
desired deeply. Gladly he took the task and kissed her goodby. He went to the stables and picked a fine horse for his
As he departed, he looked back to see Trista
travels.
waving from Thantos tower.
His heart was light and gay as
he took the westward road toward the mountains and beyond
them to the wide sea.
Trista continued to wander about the City, wondering
She would sing happily in
when her lovers would return.
her rooms or in the garden beneath the City walls. Many
heard her footsteps as she searched for peace and solitude,
A few years passed, and she
and her returning lovers.
became worried. Finally they returned home to the City.
One morning, the gatekeeper of Nike on the south
rang the walls with a cry of a rider approaching the City.
Many rushed to the gate, Trista among them. In rode FairTrista tended him
honanth, tired from his long travels.
until he was well. Then, in a calm voice, she asked for the
He spoke of how many knew of the Waters, but
Waters.
none knew where they tlowed. Her voice lashed as she told
him: since he failed, she would avoid him completely.
He
wept but she stood firm.
She turned, and with a flash of
green garments departed from him forever.
The healers nursed him, but to no avail, for he died
of sorrow within days. Many wept, but Trista shed no tears,
for he had failed and she despised failure completely.
He
was buried in the mountain caves, as all people of the City
were. The warlocks, or male sorcerers,
were furious, for
Fairhonanth possessed many talents which be carried to
his grave instead of teaching them to others--talents
which
sometimes took several gener-ations to red~scover.

yrddin went to bis fellow warlocks in white fury. The;
He vowed belistened as his rage flamed and blazed.
fore them to live until the City died, and try to aid
·
others in escaping Demetre's fate. When he was finished, Eliphas, his master and teacher, rose. He spoke
softly and long. He convinced the other warlocks to aid
Myrddin. He told of the spells required and three arose to
aid him: Alhhard, Ragin, and the witch Sharai.
They aided
in the collection of herbs and searched ancient volumes
written in tongues known to few.
Finally all the spells were finished.
Myrddin searche
for Trista and discovered her in Eirene, sitting on a fountai
rim and clad in soft yellow. She was muttering to herself.
Myrddin touched her shoulder and she turned around. A loo
of astonishment crossed her face, and her blue-green eyes
Ha.shed.
Here was a man she knew she could not control,
whose face showed anger and fury. She was so frightened
that she pullec:! away in fear and drew her cloak around her.
His voice was full of fire and ice. He spoke of the men she
loved, and the talents they had not taught to others because
of her. He spoke of their love for her, and the cruelty she
and the sorro
had used against them. He spoke of Demetre,
in his eyes when he came home after being rejected. As My
ddin spoke, hie words seemed to form pictures which floatec
in the air before her. He finally stopped and beheld that she
had no sorrow for these men, but anger.
They had failed to
obey her commands and please her.
Trista shivered in the anger of his gaze. His blood
boiled in rage. Slowly he chanted the strongest spell he
knew, the one which was old when the City was new. It preserved Trista in an excellent form, beautiful, tall, and
proud. Calmly he used spells to change her garments to one
which revealed her beauty completely.

M

Thus, she stands in the Courtyard of Love between
Pieria, Shalau's palace, and Ewdne, the palace of later
rulers.
"She caused the death of two fine men, " reads the
silver plate at her feet. It recounts her deeds as well. She
stands as a reminder of a warlock's power, and the deep
strong love between brothers, a love stronger than death.
Myrddin was sorrowful for Demetre, and hoped to use bis
talents to aid others from falling into the same trap. Thus
his vow ran, and no warlock of that world has broken a vow,
even one spoken in the white heat of pain and anger. Thus
the first stone was placed in a life which would span renerations, and clearly recall what others called myth and legend

Months passed, and still Trista waited. A voice rang·
out from Thantos as a man approached on a weary horse.
Demetre rode in and went straight to Myrddin, his brother,
who gently nursed him. When he was well, he rose and
went to see Trista despite Myrddin's pleading with him to
remain. Her voice cut through him as she spoke of bis

GUEST EDITORIAL
Frederick Brenion
When I was first asked to do this editorial for Mythril
I was rather elated; "Ah, creative genius is at last recognized!".
But in the actual process of sitting down to write,
nothing would happen; not one thought would flow onto paper.
I tried leafing through all the back issues of Mytbril for
some ideas and I found myself amazed at the creative energy
that has been poured into it by all its contributors.
Much.
if not all of Mythril was achieved by very hard work.
But
most of all, wher. imagining all these people sitting down
and writing, I became extremely amazed at the very act of
creating which was oper-ating through these people and
through the pages of Mythril. But also I was left quite
puzzled.
What exactly is this act of creating? How is it
done? To put it in another- way: what goes on in the minds
of the writers of Mythril?
What I should be looking for
then could be called the metaphysics of the creative writer.
I should now like to share with you some quotes from
Dorothy Sayers' book The Mind of the Maker.
For those
i.yhoare not aware Dorothy Sayers, an author of detective
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stories and translator of Dante, was also a member of the
Inklings and a good friend of Charles Williams.
She· has,
I believe, quite clearly stated this metaphysics.
"For every work (or act) of creation is threefold, ...
"First, {not in time, but merely in order of enumeration) there is the Creative Idea, passionless, timeless, beholding the whole work complete at once, the end in the beginning ....
"Second, there is the Creative Energy (or Activity) be
gotten of that idea, working in time from the beginning to th•
end, with sweat and passion, being incarnate in the bonds of
matter ....
"Third, there is the Creative Power, the meaning of
the work and its response in the lively soul. ...
"Lastly:
"These three are one, each equally in itself
the whole work, whereof none can exist without other." If
you were to ask a writer which is "the real book"--hi• idea
of it, bis Activity in writing "it, or its return to himself in
Power, he would be at a loss to tell you, because these
11
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JUNIPER HILL
. Tatiana Szeftel

BLACKBIRD PIE
Nicholas Silverseed, the son of a magician, has from his long-absent father a
coming-of-age gift: a birthday sneeze.
Nicholas aspires to become the Royal Bard of
Southmarsh, and to this end has taken service at the court of King Toby. On his tr-avels before arriving at Thornybrooke Castle,
Nicholas has observed ominous flocks of
blackbirds heading northward.
In the castle, King Toby's daughter
Clarissa struggles unhappily with her emHer parents want her to wed the
broidery.
Grand Duke of Walton Wold and to learn to
play the lute to please him. Fortunately,
she meets Joan, a new serving-maid who
loves to do needlework.
While they plan to
switch places, allowing Clarissa to get out
of the castle for an hour or two a day, the
windows are suddenly assaulted by blackbirds. As they crash through the windowpanes, black feathers everywhere, the girls
cover their heads.
A rescue party led by Clarissa's mother Queen Elianora finds the princess
examining the bodies in hopes of discovedng
one still alive for purposes of interrogation.
The distraught Elianora orders Clarissa off
with Master Pickenby for her music lesson,
while she herself confronts King Toby.
Her husband applauds Clarissa's
mettle, so
Elianora implies that unless the child learns
refmed behavior, no suitor will ever want to
marry her.
Acceding, Toby orders Clarissa kept indoors.
In the parlor, Clarissa practices.
Her
labors are regrettably overheard by the Grand
Duke of Walton Wold, who promptly changes
his mind and withdraws his suit for her hand.
Elianora promptly orders Clarissa to spend
three hours a day on her embroidery instead
of only one. Clarissa restrains her delight.
With three hours to go about in disguise as
Joan, she will be able to travel to Thorn
Wood and back! As for Joan herself, she
looks forward to the glowing colors of embroidery thread.

Part 7
"Well, Nink, it would seem you've
taken the King's words to heart," said Guy
as they brushed hay !rom thei r clothes and
wet their hands at the water trough. "Are
you thinking of hunting out those blackbirds
yourself to gain the purse of gold? I know
it's a large family you have, and you could
be using such a prize."
Nicholas smiled in the gloom as they
walked toward the central square of the
servants' village, where the meals were
cooked over open fires.
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"I am thinking of it, " he admitted,
"though I know not what I could do against
a whole flock. I may look about in Thorn
Wood tomorrow if I can slip away from the
stable, and perhaps find some clue to their
whereabouts.
I must admit, 11 he added,
"that I cannot understand these strange
birds. Why should they fly about the castle
so oddly?"
Guy shook his head. "'Tis very
strange, 11 he agreed. "And more like a
dragon than a flock of birds.
But there are
no more dragons in these times. "
"Happily for us!" grinned Nicholas.
"I'd not care to go up against a dragon. 11
"Oh, you'd manage somehow," said
his friend.
'You're sharper than Elfin
Conal's sword. Never so sharp as myself,
of course, " he added playfully, "but then
I'm not after the gold. I've no family to
care for, and I'm well en!)u4h on my own."
Nicholas grinned again.
"And if you
marry?"
"Faith, Nick, what talk is that! I'll
wed no bold-eyed castle lass, and I'll not
be back to Wynchingham till two years
11
come May.
"Aye, and then you'll go wenching in
Wynchingham ! " laughed Nicholas.
"Take
care not to catch yourself in the winches
or your wench's charms!"
Guy aimed a playful blow at his
friend's ribs.
"Aow, mercy!" wailed Nicholas.
"See how I winch with pain!"
The conversation ended in a goodnatured scuffle.
"Now, remember,"
said Clarissa as
she shot the bolt, 'you must make some
mistakes in the embroidery.
Especially
knots on the underside--l'm
forever making
those. I have ordered the servants not to
disturb us, and my lady mother is too
occupied to be bothered, so you need only
go down at four o'clock to fetch up the tea.
If there is any trouble, I shall attend to it
upon my return."
She began to let down her hair.
Joan laced her fingers nervously.
"But your Grace, what if--"
"No buts!" said Clarissa.
"All adventures have their risks.
There, how do
I look?"
She stood barefoot before the fireplace in the too-short skirt, her immaculate hands folded beneath the too-la.rge .
bodice, her shining brown hair tumbling
over her shoulders.
"You look like a princess dressed
as a serving-maid," said Joan truthfully,

12

"Your skin is too smooth and your hair
is too shiny and you look too proud, even
when you slouch. "
Clarissa had assumed a posture that
would have sent Juliana into horrified hysterics. Now she pulled a face to match.
"I'll rub some earth on my hands
when I get outdoors.
Or--here !" She
scooped up a handful of warm ashes and
began to rub them across her face. Joan
let out a squeak of dismay.
"Don't do that! We'll never get them
off! Earth is much easier to cleanse away.
Just remember to hang your head a little.
No, not like that. Just look at the ground
when you walk. That's better."
Clarissa,
carefully looking at the
floor, edged her way toward the tapestry
behind the clothespress.
"I can't walk like this," she com"I'll bump into something. I
plained.
can't see where I'm going."
"Pretend you're carrying something
you don't want to spill," suggested Joan.
"How can I run, then?"
Joan giggled. "Never mind, your
Grace. I'm sure no one will notice you."
"And
She glanced at the hour glass.
please, your Grace, ~be
late!"
Clarissa grinned. "Never fear.
I shall return anon!" She flourished the
corner of the tapestry as she had seen
the knights flourish their cloaks at the
tourneys, and whipped up a spiral of dust
that all but blinded her. Coughing, she man·
aged to spring the wall panel that opened ontr
the scullery stairs, seldom used by the cast!
household and often referred to among the
younger members as the "secret passage."
The secret passage was the exclusive property of trysting lovers, children, pages on
errands of urgency, and anyone on errands
of mischief, which meant that Clarissa coulc
have navigated it blindfold with both wrists
bound behind her. As it was, she prided he i
self on the fact that she had used a candle fo
years and had never, as yet, so much as
slipped.
·
She made her way down through
the thick, musty-smelling darkness,
round and round and round till the steps
began to be faintly visible below her,
and the scents and sounds of kitchen
life to make their presences known.
She proceeded cautiously to the foot of
the stair and ducked into the kitchen
passage branching off to her right,
which led past the scullery and into the
kitchen-garden.
So far, so good. Probably most of the servants were busy
with sunnyday chores on the castle
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grounds: washing, gardening, airing
the linens were all jobs that were rushed
into while the good weather lasted.
This meant, of course, that she would
have quite a gauntlet to run once she got
outdoors, but she might be able to evade
the worst of it by ducking along the
hedgerows.
She sidled out the scullery door and
made her way across the kitchen-garden,
trying to look both nonchalant and occupied,
so that no .one would ask her where she was
off to. No one did. The gardeners did not
even look up from their fragrant beds of
herbs, and the beekeepers were too involved
in their own preservation to pay attention to
anything else.
She cut across the far end of the orchard to avoid contact with the castle women
whose laughter and sharp remarks could be '
heard from the little stream where they beat
the clothes clean upon the rocks. King's
Rill, as the stream was called, wandered
down from the heart of the castle wood to
join Thorn Brook several miles below Castletown.
The cool turf beneath the apple trees
gave way to sun-warmed meadowgrass
that
reached almost to Clarissa's knees.
Daisies,
cowslips and gipsy's lace nodded in the
breeze, ~tretching away toward the wood on
the one side 8:'1d the downs on the other.
Awa~ in the distance she could se~ King
Toby s sh~pherds, small dots against
the green in their blue and brown smocks,
and faintly on the wind came a gentle baaing and the clink of bells.
Clarissa had never been so far from
the castle, except for processions in Castletown, when she had been flanked by
bodyguards and followed by ladies-inwaiting. She paused, bewildered by the
new sights, sounds and scents.
She was
tempted to lie down among the flowers,
but she caught herself and turned resolutely toward the wood. Today she must
search for the blackbirds and, if possible,
find out why they were attacking the castle.
Later, there would be time to explore.
She slowed to a walk as she passed
the first copses.
If the blackbirds were
here, there was no need to call their attention to any intruder.
Certainly they
would be aware of her presence long before she discovered them. She picked her
way carefully along between the trees,
trying to make as little noise as possible.
At first glance, however, the wood
seemed friendly enough. What birds there
were twittered cheerfully at her from the
oaks and beeches; small creatures scuttered into hiding as she went by. Sunlight
dappled the dead leaves and bracken with
bright patterns, turning the tree trunks a
warm, rich brown. Here and there she
passed bramble bushes crowned with blossom, and wondered what fruits they would
bear later. It was a shame, in fact, that
they weren't bearing~:
she was getting
hungry, and there was nothing in sight to
eat. She hoped she would at least find a
stream. -- She tipped her head, listening.
Yes, there was no doubt of it: she heard
running water up ahead. Well, at least
she would have something to drink! And
a chance to soak her feet, which were

sore and scratched from the undergrowth.
She quickened her pace, pushed through
a tangle of bushes in her path and found
herself in a cool, mossy glen starred
with buttercups and widow's weed. Holly
gleamed darkly among the ashes and the
ivy-bound hazels; there was no sound
but for the song of the brook, which
chattered gaily almost at her feet, tumbling down a little cleft at one end of the
glen and humming off tnto.tbe undergrowth.
Clarissa looked down at the water
where it bubbled out of sight at the rim
of the glen, and caught her breath. For
there was one more detail of this enchanted place that she had not noticed before,
and that was that she was not alone in it.
On the other side of the stream, with his
back to an old oak root, sat a lean, tanned
boy whose straight, black hair fell to the
collar of his faded jerkin. His long,
brown fingers held a flute, which he had
appa.rently been about to put to his lips,
but his dark eyes were fixed on her with
surprise, wariness and, she noticed uncomfortably, curiosity.
Snapping snuff.
boxes! she thought, what now?
Nicholas regarded the newcomer and,
for once, found himself at a loss for words.
She had appeared as if out of nowhere; certainly he had not heard her approach.
His
first inclination had been to be annoyed at
the intrusion, for his whistle was nearly
finished, and with it he hoped to lure a blackbird.
But he could see that this visitor was
for all her bare feet
00 common farm lass,
and !ll•fitting clothes. And to guess from
her expression, she was as taken aback as
he.
They stared at each other in silence
Cor several minutes, anc! then Clarissa
caught her second wind.
"Who--who are~?" she asked.
After all, it~
her father's wood.
Nicholas had the uncomfortable feeling
that he was trespassing.
He al so had a very
uncomfortable suspicion of the girl's identity
and he felt his throat go dry. He swallowed.
"I'm Nicholas Silverseed " he said
'
eyeing her warily, "and 1 was just
leaving.' 11
"No, wait!" said Clarissa.
She had
been thinking fast during this brown lad's
reply, and she was sure that this was an elf.
His distrustful manner had aroused her curiosity - that and his woodland looks. And
with a name like Silverseed, who could doubt
it? She must try to overcome his natural
shyness.
"Please stay, "she said in her most
obliging tone, "I love company. I don't see
many - uh - people and I don't often get a
chance to make fri;nds."
Above all, she must not call him an
elf to his face, she knew. He would disappear at once. She would have to pretend
that she thought he was an ordinary farm lad.
Nicholas nodded slowly.
So she was a
wood sprite, and this was no doubt her glen.
He had seen her stumble over the word
"people", and of course it was true: she
would see only animals here in the wood,
along with her own kin. He was relieved
that he had not offended her, but be felt uneasy. Wood sprites, from all he had heard,
were unpredictable, and his position could
change at any moment.
Above all, he knew
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he must not ask her name, or she would
have him in her power for seven years. He
took a deep breath.
"Very well, I'll stay, " he said, with a
determined glance to show her he would not
be fooled by her tricks.
"But," he added,
to make sure she understood, "I must begonere sundown. "
"Oh, so must - " began Clarissa,
and
then realized that she didn't want him asking
questions about her. She nodded and said
lamely, "So you must. "
Nicholas' smile was grim. So she was
disappointed, was she? He was no fool to
stay in her wood past twilight.
"Well!" he said, beginning to feel he
"And how
had the upper hand in this game.
may I amuse you?"
Clarissa's eyes widened a little.
It
seemed the elf was getting his second wind!
He certainly seemed to havelost all his
She felt suddenly cold. Was he
shyness.
planning to enchant her? Well, no matter. If anyone could find the blackbirds,
he would be the one, and she would risk
even enchantment to protect her kingdom.
However, she might do well to be wary.
"Would you -- would you play your
flute for me?" she asked humbly.
Nicholas nearly laughed aloud. Apparently this sprite was not used to resistance in her visitors.
Good then: he
would show her that not all humans were
superstitious milksops.
He grinned at
her as he turned the instrument in his
hands.
"This isn't a flute, " he said, "it's a
whistle.
But l have a flute in my pouch."
He pulled it out and blew on it, then
rubbed it with his sleeve.
"It's beautiful," said Clarissa.
"I
love music." She paused.
She wanted
very badly to jump the stream and sit on
the soft moss of the glen - but would it be
wise? And would the brown elf allow it?
She squirmed as he polished his flute; the
bracken on this side grew right. up to ~he
bank, and there were thorns sticking into
her back. She took a deep breath.
"M a;r I come across ?"
. s h e as ke d Im a
small voice.
Nicholas felt a knot tighten slowly in
his belly. This little sprite wanted trouble.
Until now, there had been running water
between them, and she was asking him to
invite her across it! He opened his mouth
for a sharp retort, and suddenly felt reckless. _Why no! invite ~er over! . He would
deal with her if she t_r1ed any tricks.
He
gave her another smile to show her that he
knew what he was courting.
"Come ahead, " he said.
Cla_rissa went cold again when sh~ saw
that smile, and her courage nearly failed,
but she tossed her bead. She was apr-ince se
She took a fl~ng leap and landed in a ~undle
on the_ opposite bank. She sat u_p hurriedly,
brushmg ~~e grass from her skirt, and
stared at the elf. He was very tan indeed,
with very black hair, and he was smiling at
her m~ckingly.
She lifted her.chin ~nd put
her hair back from her face with a little
flick. She wasn't afraid!
Nicholas studied her curiously. Seen
from closer, she looked more spritish than
ever. Her hair had a sheen like still water;
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ing to her feet. She jumped the brook and
her skin was white, whiter than gipsy' s
then paused.
"Will--will you be back tolace, with the same sheen as her hair.
morrow?"
Her eyes were tilted at the corners, like a
Nicholas was bewildered.
The music
but she had a glow and a sparkle
tinker's,
seemed to have put a cloud over his mind.
that no tinker maid could ever copy. And
Why was she running off at sundown, as if
there was an air about her, a way of movhe were the sprite?
He snook his head,
ing hands, of tipping the head, a lilt to the
trying to clear it. Had she put a spell on
voice that made his fingers tingle. He rehim after all?
cognized magic when he felt it: the house he
"Nay," he said slowly, "I'll not be
had been born in had been chock full of it,
back. I've my work to attend to." The
especially on wide summer nights when the
words were heavy in his mouth, as if they
earth had seemed about to touch the starwere reluctant to be pronounced.
What had
crowded sky. The feeling was the same:
she done to him?
there was magic at work here.
He took a
Clarissa, who had half expected him
firmer grip on his flute, and looked away
to laugh and say, "Tomorrow!
Why girl,
from those brown tilted eyes.
you've been here nigh on two hundred years
"Play for me, " begged Clarissa, hugalready!",
was somewhat relieved to learn
ging her knees.
She would probably be enthat she had not, after all, been enchanted,
chanted by the music and sit in the dell for
but this was quickly swallowed by disaptwo hundred years, like Mary Mallory of
pointment.
She wanted to see him again.
the High Downs, but that was certainly bet"Oh please!" she begged, and to her
ter than doing embroidery all afternoon!
astonishment heard her voice saying, "I've
She watched, fascinated, as the lean brown
never met an elf before!"
fingers wove a pattern on the slim wooden
Nicholas'head cleared with the suddenshaft.
ness of a thunderclap.
For two hours Nicholas played and
"An elf?" he echoed. "I, an elf?"
Clarissa listened, and shadows lengthened
Surely she would know an elf if shesaw
across the glen. As the last light began to
one! But if she didn't, then she wasn't
fade behind the hollies, they both looked up
a sprite, and if she wasn't a sprite, who
in alarm.
~she?
"I must run!" cried Clarissa, spring"You're not a wood sprtte ?"he asked
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GUEST EDITORIAL--from p. 11
things are essentially inseparable.
Each of them is the
complete book separately; yet in the complete book all of
them exist together.
He can, by an act of the intellect,
"distinguish the persons" but he cannot by any means "divide
the substance".
How could he? He cannot know the Idea,
except by the Power interpreting his own Activity to him;
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as calmly as he could.
"Me?" exclaimed Clarissa.
She saw
his expression and said, "You mean,
you're not an elf after all?"
"I'm a saddlemaker for the King's
Something was
stables, " said Nicholas.
very strange here. The magic had not
diminished in the glen; no, it was stronger than ever.
Was she the source ? Or
was it the glen itself? But if she were
not a sprite, what was she? A witch?
"Who are you?" he asked.
"I'm--" began Clarissa, and suddenly looked sly. "I'll tell you--tomorrow!"
She turned and ducked into the br-acken. The glade was suddenly silent.
"Wait!" called Nicholas.
"What's
your name?"
There was no answer.
She was gone
as suddenly as she had come, and strain
as he would, he could hear no sounds of
footsteps in the distance.
With the silence came suddenly a feeling of overwhel
ming loss, so profound that he sat down
with a shock. The tingle of magic in his
fingertips still ran strong.
But he had no
sensed it at all until she had crossed the
stream, so he could not blame it on the
glade. Well, if the lass with the brown
eyes had cast a spell on him, she would
not get off so easily! He would reckon
with her on the morrow.
TO BE CONTINUED
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is entirely done in ditto, a process which requires any illo to
be drawn directly upon the master.
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Otherwise,
Note should be made of Phil Helms'
it's very pleasant to read.
"Law Notes," part of a series in which the 'baddies" have their
day in court, and a chance to complain about any legal irregularities by the "goodies."
The case in this issue was Saruman
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For puzzle fen, there is a Tolkien word search.
SIGN OF THE HAMMER by Phil and Marci Helms, same address and part of a projected stable of rotating 'zines. SoH
will utilize fan fiction in the sword and sorcery, heroic fantasy
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limited to 2, 500 words each. First issue, Jan. 1975, 35<; /copy,
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SON OF SINISTER FORCE by Phil and Marcia Helms, fan fiction (to 3, 00 words) in the science fiction and occult genres.
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Quarterly, like MTES and SotH, starting Feb. 1975. Specs
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he knows the Activity only as it reveals the Idea in Power;
he knows the Power only as the revelation of the Idea in the
Activity.
All he can say is that these three are equally and
eternally present in his own act of creation, and at every
moment of it, whether or not the act ever becomes manifest
in the form of a written and printed book. These things are
not confined to the material manifestation: they exist in-they ~--the creative mind itself."
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JOURNEY in a )})LAGUE -fEAR
... and in his fourteenth year Thomas of Wendover was
'prenticed to a cooper, a situation which sore displeased him.
It was for that reason that he left Buckinghamshire traveling
westward.
The roads in those dark days were in a rare evil state.
The Great Murrain having been excessive for ten years past
there was a shortage of men to do any work. Those that still
had their health about them tended the fields or huddled up in
the walled towns, aye, huddled, and in fear, for death was
about the land.
The roads were bad. Thomas soon found it much the easier to stumble through the long grass and tangle at road's edge
rather than risk a twisted limb in the potholes and jagged leftover splinters of Roman stone. It was a wondrous weary
He
journey, he undertook, and one without clear purpose.
headed for Wales or Hereford or Cornwall, he knew not exactly,
those were just names.
Truly, he headed away from Wendover.
It was a common enough sort of English day, chill and
wet, full of a brisk wind and rain. Towering gray clouds scudded across the sky like the ghosts of the great sailing ships
Indeed, they
which Thomas had never seen, save in dreams.
billowed and twisted in the dark wind like sails, and the boy
fancied that· the cold rain fell from them as water slipping from
a ship's hull.
A shiver worked through his frail body and tore his mind
from fantasy. The thick mud had found its way into his shoes,
and higher. He was wet through, and must find shelter ere he
caught a chill or worse. The rain swept before and behind him
down the jagged road, a gray, misty veil over everything.
Around him stretched a dull green waste of low, wet hills and
heath. There had been a ruined cottage a mile back. He
hadn't even noticed it then really, but now, somehow, he remembered it. In this black day such places were as common as sin,
lost and forsaken, owners dead. He turned and, wondrous tired,
began to retrace his weary way. About him the wet dull land
cowered beneath the gray rain.
Thomas crouched, shivering in the dark, wet shelter of
A rainsoaked mist filled the air even here, and kept
the ruin.
his little fire from burning more than fitfully.
He must watch
it, he knew, and carefully.
It bad taken him something over an
hour ere he'd started it going, and if it went out. . . In the shivering air, moaning with the wet cold wind on his face, he felt
warm tears, his own, those of self pity, and they were quickly
blown away.
Thunder rolled darkly overhead, and darkly is the proper
word, for with it, like a seeming echo came the night as if drawn
by the scudding cloud ships now turned a darker gray. It came,
and blackness settled o'er the land. Thomas, crouched before
his pale glowing embers, pulled the rough, dirty and undyed
wool cloak more tightly about his wretched body and slept. He
shivered all that night, but he slept the sleep of the just, or
perhaps that of the dead, until early morning.
He lay beneath thick warm sheets, or dreamed so, sheets
of purest white linen, a Cine coverlet, soft as felt about his
body. He heard his mother's voice calling sweetly, with a
Tom, my lad, it's to get up you are!" and smelt
·"Tommie!
the freshness of her new-made wheat bread baked all with
bits of fruit inside it, and be opened his eyes and saw his
mother smiling, bending down over him, and in her hand,
smelling sweet, oh Lord! Before his eyes that beautiful
manna-bread turned grey and twisted and maggots crawled
upon it and ate of it and of the hand that held it there. He
looked with fear to his mother, above him, and saw it there
also, for as with the bread so it was with her, and they crawled
over her face, red and gray with feasting, and one of the
worms fell from her down toward him, and he screamed, but
it fell and ere it touched bis face ...
. . . he awoke, shivering, both from his dream and the
cold. It was a black dream, a thing of horror, but he'd had
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by Michael UV)
others like it, or worse. The men of his land, in that day,
were dark dreamers, and thought, or tried to think, not thereof. Some had become so taken with death in dreams and in the
world that they painted or wrote thereof, but they were of the
wisest folk, or the most foolish. The common man tried not
Ere
to think on death, tried not to, and thus did Thomas try.
he reached the door of his ruin he'd started up a whistling.
It had grown cold that night, and a pale, thin veil of frost
covered all the land in gray. Thick clouds still moved in the
heavens, obscuring the light of God. It was another day like
that before, save only that no rain fell. The cold wind searched
fitfully about the heath and low, rolling bills.
Thomas, though, noticed not the day, for his eyes had no
time for its dull restatement
of yesterday; they were set solely
on what was before him, a sight such as he'd never seen before.
It was a great, high-sided wagon, or caravan, of wood,
ornately carved and painted with all manner of fancy fretwork,
a veritable Bartholomew's Fair in little, emblazoned with yellow and pink and strident scarlet. Great pennants of flaming
bunting stood stiff, or whipped wildly in the chill, damp wind.
And upon the side of the caravan was embossed "Valdez, His
Mysteries."
Laughing faces of men and women were put upon
the wood in broad, brilliant strokes. Four horses, all of velvet black, with streaming ribbons of red and green twined into
their flowing tails and manes, stood nearby. It looked a glorious sight and Thomas felt the heart within his breath drawn to
it strongly and strangely.
"Come, lad. " Thomas had somehow missed the man who
stood between him and the dreamlike caravan.
Until he had
spoken he might well not have existed.
But when he spoke he
was there, sharply and clearly before the boy. And a sight he
was! Thomas stood still, gaping at him in all his glory. He
was a small dark man dressed in that wild patchwork of frippery which men call motley, garb of fools. All bedazzling he
was, in gold and red and flashing emerald. Betasselled and
flourished and emblazoned all with beads and little jingling
bells. As he moved his feet, or held out his band, or spoke,
his words and actions were echoed as with laughter from the
bells, a continual jangling of shrillness with him always.
"Come, lad, " he spoke again. "l'm no Faerie for you to
fear." The laughter of bells.
Thomas stood as one entranced.
"Who be you?" be
whispered.
The man smiled, and even that motion brought forth a
tinkling.
"Why only a poor man, like you, doing God's work as
best he can in thought and deed. I'm a juggler, lad, and a
travelling magician.
I sell sleights of hand, proper nativities,
saint's knuckle bones preserved in holy water, and the one true
cure for the plague. 1 mystify and laugh and for a small price
tum alchemist's lead to gold. I do tricks with cards, and ... "
"Why," Thomas broke in, "if you can turn lead to gold,
be you poor?"
The magician smiled again then and bending towards the
boy he laid his left hand's finger 'cross his lips. The other
had he pointed at the wagon where its title was, and he whispered, "that, boy, is the mystery!"
Great laughter broke ·
from him then which drowned from hearing the shrill laughter
of his bells.
They travelled slowly westward, Valdez and he, and the
motley-clad gentleman spoke always, nor ever ceased.
He
told great, huge tales of his adventures in many diverse exotic
lands with names like Carniola, Spoleto and Nicaea. He had
travelled widely across the world disbursing joy and mystery
and the relics of miraculous saints.
He laughed through his
memories and Thomas and the bells laughed with him, Thomas,
now garbed in crimson and motley, a 'prentice in a trade far
more to his liking.
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(lie COMING sf7lie SEA-ELVES (Unto the World)

h}r~k

Samuels
sage of hope.
Now a song rose up from the three ships of the Sea-Elves,
unsullied by mortal breath, high and terrible for those of
Death's dominion to harken, a song of deeds beyond man's ken,
of love and pride. Then from their ships came forth the SeaElves, tall and awesome to behold, garmented in indigo, bearing silvery armor and golden helms set with white shining gems.
As they strode they sang, a light of great joy in their eyes,
The
which anon strayed to the star, now brilliant to behold.
Deep-Elves,
a well deep with wisdom sobering their fair faces
limned with sable hair, sang of sorrows to melt the heart.
The Middle-Elves,
calm but glad, sang of grass, and trees,
The Surface-Elves,
capable of
and violet scented flowers.
wrath to smite a mountain, now fountaining forth their mirth,
golden locks streaming to their great shoulders, sang their
joy, to lighten a world.
Together they came, banishing the beasts of the shadow
to lightless holes beyond knowledge, to dwell for a time in
lands beyond their beloved Sea, rippling and flowing as it would.

As motes of dust were the ships of the Sea-Elves, far out
upon the boundless blue ·sea, at the very limits of visibility.
A
breeze blew gently from over the waters, carrying the fresh,
salty scent of timeless depths beyond man's imagining, filling
the great sails of the Elven vessels, bearing them onward toward mortal lands. The specks grew to blurred blotches; soon
the tall, proud masts and vast white sails might be discerned
from the hulls of hardened ash, scented perhaps with rare fraFrothy,
grant oils. Now the breeze quickened to a brisk wind.
foamy whitecaps dotted the wave-crests
borne even to the beaches of fine, sparkling sand. Harder blew the wind, almost to
gale force, though no cloud hung in the deep azure sky to darken the brilliant, burning yellow-white globe; and the three craft
or the Sea-Elves, one for the depths, one for the clear water
below the surface, and one for the surface itself, now calm and
kind, now rough and stern, flashed through the swells, coming
nigh unto the strand, and the winds ceased their roar. The
world was still; in the sky. now, opposed to the glow or the sun,
was a star, fair and bright, twinkling in remote majesty a mes-

UNTITLED

"But, sir, Valdez," he questioned, "how is it that folk
take to you in your jolly frippery and such when the times be
so grim?"
"Aye, boy, there's the rub." A dark look passed o'er the
man's dark face. "'Tis true that while I love my trade I do
sometimes feel guilty of it. For when I pass through a town
full of black, smoldering biers, heaped high with burning. I
feel ashamed of all my glaring glory, and in truth I have passed
many such in recent months. "
The man stopped and a sad, wretched look passed like
scudding clouds o'er bis face. ·~Tis then I sell my greatest
treasure, though, my greatest mystery."
"What is that?" questioned Thomas uneasily.
His new-found friend looked morosely out over the dull,
gray land and murmured softly, "Ye shall see."
But then,
suddenly, he brightened, as the world does when the sun escapes from behind the clouds, and cried, "What is it? Why
boy, it's God's gift to man! The magic elixir of Cornelius
Agrippa! Brother Roger's own tonic!"
Bells a-jingling, Valdez stretched forth his hand and
jerked the reins.
The horses jumped forward and they were
off in a mad, swirling whirlwind of scarlet and gold.
The sun bad but run half his daily course ere they
reached Woodstock in Oxfordshire, and the name of the town
was proper, for there hung about it the smell of burning wood
and other things.
And they went slowly through the rutted,
muddy streets, the horses heaving and floundering, their
brilliant caravan in strange and wondrous contrast to the gray,
black and dirty green of the town of Woodstock.
Thin, haggard
men, but five or six in number, stared at them as they passed.
And all those men wore the pale, hollow-cheeked look, save
only that their necks seemed swollen as with fleshy collars.
And they cried as they burned their folk for they knew that
soon would come their turn.
Thomas crouched back in the wagon in fear and sorrow,
and clasped his old woolen cloak o'er bis scarlet weeds, ashamed of them in the face of so much suffering.
In his heart
was the urge to pull the reins from Valdez' hands, he who sat
so strangely silent, as one entranced, and whip the horses
away from that charnel place, but his better part, his soul,
forced him to speak.
"Valdez, master," he whispered, "what of your elixir for·
the plague, your cure?
Do not these folk need it?"
And Valdez turned to him, his face thln and gone suddenly
pale, and said, "They have it, boy. The one sure cure for the
plague.
They have it."
And then they left the town men called Woodstock and
headed into Gloucestershire,
and before them the towns began
to fill with black, smoldering biers, heaped high with burning,
and the shrill, high laughter of bells.
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by Sutton Breitling
Pan hath returned, cloven-footed:
Orpheus hath been roused
from aeons of slumber,
and centuries when only poets
heard his breathing and his dreams.
For you have come
into the Land of Legend
where fiery myths move
all about you
and chimaeras of moonlight
dance with giant fabled creatures
that tremble and stir within your Soul:
Listen! to the flutes
inside your ears
Where oceans whorl in
On golden seanymphs;
Look! down at thy feet
As they become cloven
And memories too ancient for reckoning
Flood through your loins
And in your laughing head;
Feel. ..... Mid-forehead
For the warm glowing spot,
Swirls of ivory seashell horn,
Flutter of flutes and the scent
Of pale flanks:
For we are Incantations and
Invocations of the Eartll:
We are but myths,
Creatures of fable:
Our past is legend,
Our future pure fantasy:
Pan's great face is waiting in deep glades,
Kore is watching us with purple blossoms.
The fierce dance
and the deep slumber
await us all.
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'CWO poeMS ...

I walked along a hedge-bound lane
In a gentle Irish misty rain,
The mountain wore a greyish pall,
The sea and sky, a woolen shawl
Which drew them close until the blend
Showed no beginning and no end.
Th' foliage dripped, no singing bird
Disturbed the quiet, and then I beard
A wispy sound, a plaintive note
Unlike that made by human throat,
Nor like a bird or insect wing.
I paused and searched to find the thing
Which had attracted me.
Beneath
A mottled green and yellow wreath
Of hawthorn leaves reposed an elf.
"I've heard of them," I told myself.
"Wait!
Could this be a leprechaun?"
I blinked my eyes and he was gone.

N IJISLANb WAS llORN
'J.'be mother of Finn MacCool,
A :ili.ghty woman and brave,
veparted for Scotland's shore
Across the perilous wave.
Her son had consumed each drop
Of whiskey in ~rin's land,
She meant to gather for hie
Supplies of a Scottish brand.
~he filled her apron with earth,
;,. n;ounl;ain with trees and all
To use as a steppin~ stone,
But she bad a terrible fall.
The mountain remained on top
And pinned her down in the sea,
Thus an island was born,
The boulder strewn Raghery.
And now when the lashing waves
Are wildly tossing ~bout,
They say the troublesome witch
Is trying hard to get out.
The screech of the howling wind
May sound like a voice and you'll
Remember the fireside tale
0.f the mother of Finn i"1acGool.
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